Gustave Flaubert Letters

average person. Every affection is known to me, "the storms
of the heart" have "poured out their rain" on me. And then
chance, force of circumstances, causes solitude to increase
little by little around me, and now I am alone, absolutely alone.

I have not sufficient income to take unto myself a wife, nor
even to live in Paris for six months of the year: so it is impos-
sible for me to change my way of living.

Do you mean to say that I did not tell you that Saint-Antoine
had been finished since last June? What I am dreaming of
just now, is something of greater scope, which will aim to be
comic. It would take too long to explain to you with a pen.
We shall talk of it when we meet.

Adieu, dear good, adorable master, yours with his best affec-
tion,

Your old friend.

Always as indignant as Saint Polycarp.

Do you know, in all history, including that of the Botocudos,
anything more imbecile than the Right of the National Assem-
bly? These gentlemen who do not want the simple and frivo-
lous word Republic, who find Thiers too advanced!!! O pro-
foundness ! problem, revery!

CCXLII.    To GTJSTAVE FLAUBERT

Nohant, 27 November, 1872

Maurice is quite happy and very proud of the letter you
wrote him; there is no one who could give him as much pleasure
and whose encouragement counts more with him. I thank you
too, for my part; for I agree with him.

What! you have finished Saint-Antowe? Well, should I find
a publisher, since you are not doing so? You cannot keep it in
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